EXTREMES MEET

Nobody knew. Whither would she go from here ? No-
body knew. The French girls eyed this incomprehens-
ible wraith of womanhood with the sharp narrowing
glances of their hypersophisticated femininity, which was
always compelling them to realize, though they might not
admit it, her infinite ability to attract men. It was a rule
of the game that men should always be lured by this blonde
girlishness. Its force was acknowledged when they
plunged their own hair into peroxide of hydrogen. But
they could not plunge their own dark bitter eyes into any
chemical that would give them the clear girlish look that
Queenie's had, nor paint from their lips the hard lines of
accomplishment to give them the crushed virginal softness
of Queenie's. Knowing that she had been drifting since
childhood down a stream not less muddy than that which
had defiled most of them they vowed that this innocent
air must hide something, since she never seemed inclined
to exploit her attractiveness to the extent she might have.
Her apparent indifference to the money she could have
made was in her position incredible. She must be playing
an elaborate part. She must in fact be a spy. But one or
two defended her. They said she was mad, well, perhaps
not exactly mad, but a simpleton.

There had been a row in the dressing-room to-night.
The girls had taunted Queenie with the attentions of the
sale boche* Let her deny now if she could that she was
une espionne infecte. If his attentions had been genuine,
why had she not taken him home with her ?

" farce que je suis Anglaise. Je ne veux pas coucher
avec un boche^ Queenie had screamed out shrilly, but
with an almost inhuman rarified passion that the others
found extremely diverting.
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